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Make the Camel 30-Day Test— PR OVE

IN YOUR “T-ZONE'/
ES, make the Camel 30-day mildness
test. Smoke Camels for 30 days... it’s
revealing —and it’s fun to learn for yourself.
Let YOUR OWN THROAT tell you the
wonderful story of Camel’s cool, cool mildness.

Let YOUR

OWN

TASTE tell. you

about the rich, full flavor of Camel’s choice
tobaccos — so carefully aged and expertly
blended.
In

a recent

national

test,

hundreds

of

men and women smoked Camels, and only

Camels, for thirty consecutive days—an average of 1 to 2 packs a day. Noted throat

specialists examined
smokers every week

the throats of these
(a total of 2470 exami-

nations) and reported

NO THROAT IRRITATION
due to smoking CAMELS!

Guarantee!
Try Camels and test them as you
smoke them. If, at any time, you are

According

to a Nationwide

survey?

MORE DOCTORS SMOKE CAMELS
THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE
Doctors smoke for pleasure, too! And when three leading independent research organizations asked 113,597 doctors what
cigarette they smoked,
the brand named
most was Camel!

not convinced that Camels are the
mildest cigarette you have ever
smoked, return the package with the
unused Camels and we will refund
its full purchase price, plus postage.

(Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.
Winston-Salem, N. C.
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Washington,

Lincoln

and The American

tion moved out of the beautiful
Shenandoah into the Virginia wilderness. George tells us, in his writings, that he slept, “before the fire
upon a little straw or fodder, or a
bearskin, whichever was to be had,”

and he adds, “happy is he who gets .
the berth nearest the fire.” This
choice berth must have been occupied by our George at least once,
for one night the straw on which he
slept caught fire. Fortunately, a
member of the expedition noticed
the fire, and roused him from his

sleep.
Each February, we honor in a
special way the Father of Our Country, George Washington, and that
Great

Emancipator,

Abraham

Lin-

coln. It is fitting, therefore, to com
pare these two great Americans in
their attitude toward the American
forests.
Both Washington and Lincoln
were familiar with the forests and
wilderness of America. Washington,
by choice; Lincoln, by necessity.

for dishes, we

had

none”;

the

steaming roast turkey was served on
“large chips.”
‘Through the virgin forests and on
the grassy clearings the surveying
party marked lots, charted rivers and
mapped the wilderness.
Washington loved the virgin for-

The adventure Washington loved

est because it held adventure, and
becauseit was beautiful; Lincoln

and his profession of surveying could

loved the rugged wilderness because,

be united in the expeditions that
were made to explore the American

to him,

wilderness. In 1748 he prided himself on being the full man of sixteen
and on his appointment as assistant
surveyor in such an expedition. The
little party entered the beautiful
valley of Virginia which the Indians
called the Shenandoah — “The
Daughter of the Stars”. The snow,

melting in the spring sun, transform-

ed the quiet mountain streams into
bubbling, racing rivulets. In his illspelt diary, our surveyor speaks of
the beauty of the countryside, the
trees, the richness of the land. Push-

it was home,

and

in it he

found reflected the beauty of God.

was sorry he had killed the turkey,
and wished he had never touched
his father’s gun.

always

in

search of better farm land pushed
westward many times from Ohio to
Indiana to Illinois. Upon arriving
at their new home, there was always
land to be cleared, trees to be cut,

building to be done. As soon as
little Abe was old enough to lift
an axe he was in the majestic American forest helping his father.
Abraham Lincoln knew the American forest; he lived there for many

years.
the

And Washington too loved
forests

of

American.

I

don’t

blame them; America is a beautiful
country.
—Joun

M.

VERMAELEN.

Abraham Lincoln was the son of
a hardy frontier farmer. As the other
frontiersmen,
he
wore
deerskin
clothes, and a crude cabin in the

forest was his home. Young Abe
went hunting many times with his
father at the “salt licks” where

the

quick, timid deer and the powerful
bear would come to feast at the salt
deposits in the forest.
One day when young Abe was
eight years old, he saw a flock of
wild turkeys in the green clearing

ing forward, the surveying expedi- just outside the cabin.

Page 2

father’s gun, he went to a crack in
the rough cabin wall. The little
Lincoln carefully aimed the big rifle,
and began to squeeze the trigger.
An ear-splitting crack was followed
by the excited gobbles of the scattering flock. When the feathers settled to the ground, and the dust
cleared away, the little frontiersman
saw that he had killed a turkey. He
didn’t feel proud at this success. He

This frontier family,

‘The party ate the game that they
shot, wild turkey being their chief
dish. Each man was his own cook.
“As

Wilderness

Seizing his

The

Exponent

i

cotedtes of Dayton

;

EXPONENT
FEBRUARY,

VOL. XLVII

SIMEON’S

1949

No. 2
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Alexandro had_ travelled these
twenty-five miles often before, but
never under such circumstances as

The G.I.’s are kind to Rita and Alexandro.
@

By Wi11AM

these. Never had he found the craters dug by the heavy United States
trucks in the flimsy Philippine roads
so numerous. His little cart jolted
from side to side jostling its pas-

KENNEALY

@ Illustration by Vircrinta MAcMILLan
It was in the year of Our Lord

Alexandro knew that Rita hated this

nineteen hundred and forty eight,
as Alexandro anxiously led his small

hated the system under which the

horse and two-wheeled

work was done.

cart

along

the moon-lit Philippine road to ‘Tacloban. That battered little cart contained everything which Alexandro
held dear, for amid the meager furnishings which constituted the sum-

work,

or, more

correctly,
The

that she

few years of

schooling she had received from the
nuns before the war had been sufhcient to teach her that it was im-

proper for such a person as Mr. Pezon to “sweat” his workers as he did.

total of his worldly possessions, rode

Like

his young wife, Rita.

his work in their homes did it because they had no other choice—

Rita,

those

women

who

did

senger and disarranging its load of
furniture. He knew when they were
still some distance from Tacloban

that the journey was too difficult for
his wife. As he plodded along his
mind conjured horrible visions. —

They had misjudged the time...

.

The bouncing was too much. . . He
was a fool for not having waited.
‘This

mood

was

still upon

him

when they came upon a little clutter
of

houses

about

three

miles

from

As he led his little horse along
the bumpy road, Alexandro reviewed
the conditions which made it neces-

they either had to do it or starve.
Mr. Pezon was quite aware of this

sary for them to leave the little city
in which they had been born, and

paying starvation wages.

quired about rooms he was told that

Then, early in October, the situation had improved when several
sight-seeing G.I.’s noticed Rita in
the dingy little clearing next to her

had come

house hanging up Army clothes to

Alexandro could do nothing but set

in which they had been married the
previous April.
Everything had gone so smoothly

after they were married, but then
early in August the Americans had
closed the air strip at Tanawan and
moved to Tacloban and, like many
others, Alexandro had been thrown

out of work. Try as he would, it had
been impossible for him to find
work in the little town as the war
had demolished what little industry

there once had been.
Rita had borne the brunt during
this time. She had contacted Mr.

Pezon, the proprietor of the little
town

“laundry”

go-between

which

served as a

for the American

sol-

diers and the women of ‘Tanawan
who did the washing in their homes.
February, 1949

condition and fully exploited it by

dry. ‘They were in search of a laundry, and when Rita had answered
their inquiries in her convent-acquired English, the question was settled.

They offered her five times as much
as Mr. Pezon had been paying her
for the same work.
Soon it became apparent that
Rita could work no longer. In desperation Alexandro had made a trip
to Tacloban, where the Army had
moved the Tanawan personnel, and
had re-acquired his old job. Now he

the town; he was determined to go
no farther. His decision was fruitless, however, because when he in-

every place was filled by those who
back

from

ing hills to Tacloban

the neighbor-

where

they

had lived before the war had driven
them to more
secluded sections.

forth

again

in hopes

of reaching

Tacloban before Rita became too ill.

After they had travelled another

mile the lights of the little city began to show brighter and, as if attuned to the distant lights, Alexandro’s spirits also brightened. Surely they could make it now! It was
but a few short miles to the safety
and privacy of the little house for
which Alexandro had arranged.

“Alex, please stop and take me

would have to move his wife and
furnishings immediately while Rita

down .... . I can’t go any farther.”

was still-able to travel.

like a knife.

These words cut into Alexandro
Instead of being just
Page 3

a few miles from safety, they might
just as well have been a hundred.
Rita could go no farther and he—

he was helpless.
that he wanted

Despite the fact
to do so much,

he

had no idea of how to start—of
what to do. He led the little horse
into the graded driveway of what
had once been a government gas
station and brought it to a halt before the door of the crude board

shed which had formerly housed the
attendant. Tenderly he lifted his
wife from

the wagon

then burst forth, its red glare making grotesque dancers of the shadows of the three gas pumps. Alexandro took the bedding back to Rita,
made her as comfortable as possible,
and then waited hopefully. He prayed as he watched his tiny beacon
light gradually spending itself. Just

without a word to do her bidding.

as its glare was beginning to diminish into a flicker, his straining ears
picked up the sound of voices and

so they

footsteps.

“You will be safe

and comfortable here, Rita, and I

will go for help.”
“No, Alex, you can’t leave me. I
must have you with me—you must
stay with me now. But I am so

cold . . . Please bring me some more
blankets.”
“What

can

I do,

Lord?”

Alex-

andro prayed as he went back to the
cart in search of more bedding.
“How can I take care of her—I don’t
know what to do, and she looks so

helpless.”

!

He struck a match to supplement

the light of the moon, and as he did
so he observed for the first time a

then often; perhaps this one would
He had seen the Americans use
them often; perhaps this one would
serve him. There, lying at the base

of one of the abandoned gas pumps,
was a small red flare.

The light of this flare seemed his
only chance to draw the help which
Rita could not allow him to go after.
With anxious fingers he applied his
match to the wick. It sputtered and

Page 4

themselves

outside

overwrought Alexandro.

“Juan

Carlos

will bring back

saw you. Had it not been for that
red light we would have never come
this way. It it well because the Senora will be able to make your wife
well. She has been very kind to all
of us, looking after our wants, and

she will take care of your wife.”

help them.

to comfort her.

busied

and tried to relieve the strain on the

without trouble. You are lucky we

for help . . . Surely someone would

the ground exhausted. As he wrapped the blanket around her, he tried

wanted none of the men in the hut,

Martinez’ comfortable wagon and
we will get your wife to Tacloban

mind pondered on his situation
again . . . He would make her as
comfortable as possible, and then go

assisted his wife as she slumped to

produced from
of her ample
comforting the
obvious that she

“All will be well, Senor,”

and led her

“Alex, please hurry,” met him as

candle which she
within the folds
skirt, she set about
young lady. It was

comforted.

inside the shed. The place had been
stripped of everything of value, and
was without a floor. Alexandro hurried back to the cart for a blanket
so that Rita could lie down. His

he once again entered the shed. He
quickly covered the rough earth and

Apparently satisfied, she re-entered
the hut and, aided by the light of a

“It is still burning,” came a voice.

Alexandro appreciated their kindness, but he was in no mood

for

“See, it is over here by the old motor
pool.”

conversation, so the company grad-

Alexandro ran out to meet these

only by the occasional movements
of the senora as she ministered to
her patient in the hut. The men
were sitting around the fire pensively watching the flames lick at the
heavens when their reverie was shat-

strangers. “My wife is very ill,” he
blurted without any pretense of formality, “you, Senora, will you please

go to her? I know nothing about
such things, but surely you can
help.”
The three men in the party stepped aside as the portly old lady
went forward into the shack as Alexandro requested. Alexandro was immensely relieved when she soon treappeared apparently ready to take
full control of the situation .
“Carlos, bring some water quickly

from the man’s wagon . . . You do
have some water in your wagon, do
you not, Senor?”
“Yes,

yes,

there

is some

in

my

ually fell into a silence interrupted

tered by a new and different sound
—a shmill little wailing sound.

“Lord, help us,” Alexandro

im-

plored as he jumped to his feet, “the

little one has come.”
The portly form of the senora
came forth to give official confirm-

ation.

“It is a little girl. She and

her mother will be all right.”
The visitors, whose joyous mood
had been interrupted by the somberness of the occasion, now gave
vent to what they had suppressed.

wagon ... I will help him get it.”

They congratulated Alexandro and

“It is well, Senor. Then you will
build a fire with some of these old

seemed immensely pleased that they
had helped to bring this little life

boards and boil the water. Juan, you
will

go

Martinez’

into

Tacloban

and

fetch

horse and wagon.

The

lady cannot go again on that two
wheeled cart.”
So completely did she dominate
the situation that the men set about

slapped

him

on

the

back.

They

into the world, and thought it a
very worthy motive for celebration.

Alexandro was now in a more receptive mood and inwardly rejoiced
that everything had worked out so
well.
(Continued on Page 20)
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JOB-HUNTING

two-headed

@ By Crarke AsH

(Author’s Note:

Few students leave college without in

some way Seana to explain those mixed emotions attending the realization t at four hap PY years suddenly have come
to a close. So it is with unasham
S orrow that the author with
this article bids farewell to this Hilltop campus. I feel that in
parting, I leave behind a little piece of my existence; something
that was by no means easy to come by; something I might
never regain—my twenty-dollar graduation fee.)

My immediate reaction to the assignment

of writing an

article

on

Job-hunting was one of immeasurable frustration. The word itself was
not entirely new to me, as I had
done light reading on the job some
months subsequent to Boer War II.
(Just how it came to be called Boer

War II is an interesting story, but
one which I fear would carry us too

far astray from our present field.)
As

I said,

I was

familiar with

the

term “Job”, but I was also familiar

with the difficulties one would undoubtedly encounter in gathering
material on the relatively little

known subject of Job-hunting.
Being of an academic turn of
mind, I resolved to systematize the
problem into some sort of an outline. The result follows:

I. A Job. What is it?
II. Who cares?

III. Hunting?

What is it?

IV. Who cares?
I

realized,

of

course,

that

the

above in no way exploited the outline’s full possibilities, but the acidlike implications carried in parts II
and IV plunged me into such a state
of dissatisfaction that I abandoned
this method of attack, and decided
that head-way was to be gained only
by actual observation. Or, as some‘one said before, the essence of the

thing is in the doing.

(This

last

philosophical tid-bit was culled from

the works of an old Tibetan monk
whose name escapes me for the moment. Anyway this monk spent his
retirement traveling through the
world, penning his observations of
the flora and fauna as he went.
February, 1949

kibitzer.

(All kibitzers

come equipped with two heads for
the express purpose of standing behind authors with two shoulders. I

When

last heard from he was ab-

sorbing the beauties of a quaint old
city in the Netherlands. I mention
this only because his last piece of
writing achieved some popularity in

this country. It was called, I believe,
“The Hague and I.’”)
Back to Job-hunting. After numerous inquiries and prolonged research aimed toward finding the

natural habitat of the Job, I finally
decided that the nearest climatic
conditions under which one was
known to survive existed only in
darkest Africa. (I once read a story

in which the word “Africa” was used
without being preceded by the word
“darkest”, but consequently judged
the work to be that of an amateur
and read no further.) Being a man
of quick decision, I immediately
equipped myself with a small party
of 496 men and one interpreter and
struck out for the wilds of the Gold
Coast. After some months of arduous travel we arrived at the tiny village of Stots,* located midway along

the Gold

Coast.

After provisions

had been secured for the party and

some preliminary arrangements had
been made, it was decided to split
the party into two equal groups and

fan out in quest of a Job. The original group of 496 was divided
equally enough, but if a true division
were

to be maintained,

there arose

the question of the interpreter, he
being the odd man. Since I had
picked up a few words of the language in my Boer War II activities,
we were able to shoot the fellow
without noticeably reducing our efficiency, and continue on our way.

At this point in the narration the
author has been interrupted by a

once knew an author who had no
shoulders at all, and who gained further uniqueness by having a large
hole in his head. One time an unfortunate two-headed kibitzer, who
chanced upon this busy author, fatally beat his heads together trying
to peer through the hole.) The particular kibitzer who is at this moment annoying me suggests, and not
without logic, that perhaps the readers might be confusing the word

“Job”

with

word

“Job”,

the

old

meaning

Anglo-Saxon
“a

task; an

assignment; a piece of work.” If this
is the case then the author owes his
apologies to those readers who have
followed the story thus far. There
is nothing here for you. The Job to
which this article refers is the old
Sanskrit “Job” (hard “j”’) as distinguished from the English “Job”,
(soft “j”). The Sanskrit Job, as far
as we then knew, was a creature of

doubtful origin long thought to be
extinct, but recently reported to be
reappearing in some secluded parts
of Africa. The purpose of this expedition was to discover some of
the traits of the creature.
For those readers of scientific leanings then, who

are still with us, let

me recount my first encounter with
one of the species.
It was late one evening, after most
of the elderly members of the expedition had retired to their tents.
We had had a particularly hard time
of it that day, as I recall, driving tent
pegs into the hard, yellowish substance that formed the terrain along
this section of the Gold Coast.
Sabu, my gun-bearer, and I had been
discussing certain aspects of his past
life spent on the west coast of the
United States in a region called
Hollywood. After he had described
the glories of this locale, with its
luxurious homes, gay parties, glamorous ladies, unlimited finances, and

sophisticated

manner

of living,

I

* For a more complete understanding of the village’s name, simply spell it backwards.
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theorized that Sabu, a true son of
Africa, had become sickened with
the falseness of this so-called civilized life and returned to Africa to
get, as I phrased it, his feet back
into the soil. Sabu’s explanation,
rendered in his charming
native
tongue, was much simpler. I re-

member his exact words: “They didn’t pick up my option, you jerk!”
But this is beside the point. After

BILL HAD EVERYTHING EXCEPT—
Yes, except. See what it is.
@

By Joun M. ScHNEIDER

Bill was one of those college
iors of whom it might be said
he would have been rated an
around man except —. Except;

senthat
allBill

a time Sabu also succumbed to the

had a handicap of which he was not

langours of the tropics and returned

cognizant.

to his tent. In keeping with my habit of strolling through the camp area
each night before retiring, I arose

and struck out for the far corner of
the clearing. Upon reaching a somewhat secluded spot, I discerned in

the dim light afforded by the campfire the outline of a most unusual
figure. Peering intently into the

thicket, my heart leaped! ! ‘This was
it. If one could believe the pictures
I had studied before leaving the
states,

this

was

indeed

the

finest

Job it had ever been my Job to find.

Not wishing to alarm the creature,
I enticed him out of the brush with
some Joblet-drops I had been carrying in my pocket for this specific

purpose.

I need not have feared

about startling him.

He walked —

strutted is the better word—toward
me with the self-assured carriage of
a Job who knew where his next man
was coming from. At this point, I
fear I allowed anxiety to overcome
my natural caution. I was determined to discover as quickly as possible the answers to those questions

that had haunted scientists for centuries. Stammering noticeably, I ad-

dressed him in my best Jobanese.
(Not to be confused with Japanese,
which begins with a soft “j’”.)
“Tell

me,

my

friend,”

“Sust what is a Job?”
one of complete

I began,

His look was

disdain, as he re-

plied: “My good fellow, what in the
world are you talking about?”

'. Thinking that perhaps my hasty
and ill-phrased question had confused him, I calmed myself with dif_culty and patiently proceeded. “You
are a Job, are you not?” I inquired.
(Continued on Page 22)
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On

the

he not give polish to that gift.
His observation continued.

uation

time

and

rolled around.

another

Grad-

banquet

This was his chance

to keep eyes open.
football

team

Bill was

among the top-notchers. Handle the
ball he could. Passing, kicking ability, drive, all were

his.

All his ex-

cept —. When the team was on the
field Bill was its backbone. He could
play. The fellows knew it. But they
knew also a drawback in his character which if he had not this he
would be “everything.”
Bill realized that he had personality, character. He realized all except that one thing. Whether this
realization of personality went to his
head or not you cannot judge, but
there was a sort of tone of superiority in his voice. His answers were

sometimes plain “Yea, I got it” or,
“Naw,

fine character except—. Why should

don’t bother.”

Sometimes when in company, Bill
made the situation a little embarassing for himself and others. That one
thing was missing. This was particularly noticeable at the Senior
dance in the spring. The dance was
all right except for the reaction of
others towards him at the banquet.
They seemed to shy away from him.
That one thing must have stood out
in particular at the banquet table.

He must have noticed this.

He

wondered why, why should they, his
best friends shy away from him?
Was there something repulsive in
his appearance or what?
Bill couldn’t figure it out.
As time went on the question

mark remained in Bill’s mind.

Nothing extraordinary seemed to
happen.

But!

But,

Bill was wrapt

up in his meal . . . He finished some
time before the others. Then his
eyes were opened. Why did he finish so fast? He noticed his “wellbrought-up” companions passing
things, helping others. ‘There was a
kind “Thank You” or, “You’re Wel-

come” at each rendition of service.

Had he done this?

Was his reply

to an act of service from others a
kind “Thank You’? He seemed to
recall saying something slightly different in the words of “Yea, I got
ati
As they left the table that evening
the fellow across from Bill was sore
in the shins. Bill had sprawled out
his legs under the table. That one
‘Thing!
Bill decided to take action on that
observation he had made. First he
wanted to make sure. Whom could
he approach? Jim? No. Andy? No
Jack?

No.

No,

none

of these, but

he could go to Mary, for if anyone
would notice a defect in his character it would be his best girl. Besides she was very refined and knew
all the angles.
Mary was asked. Bill’s hunch was
correct. At least that was part of
it but that part spoke the whole

problem.

He started to polish his

character.
(Continued on Page 22)

He

decided on a little plan of observation. He planned to take into careful account the conduct of those
whom he considered “well-broughtup” in the crowd that he chummed
with. He had a fine personality, a
The
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WHERE

PROBLEMS

ARE SOLVED

This article has a rare beauty and pathos. Don’t miss it.

itation and restoration of problem
girls requires a comprehensive program of instruction, since the girl
must make social adjustments and

e@ By Mary Jo Hutu

cies with wholesome

develop a higher morale to supplant
the undesirable habits and tenden-

@ Illustration by Rosemary Busic

In the hills of southern San Francisco there is a tranquil and quiet
district

rather

isolated

from

the

humdrum of the metropolis and
sheltered from the ocean winds and
fog.

Here is located the beautiful

brick University Mound Training
School for Girls conducted by the
Sisters of the Good Shepherd.

This

school, which I visited this past
summer, was opened on February 8,

1932, and is one of three hundred
and twenty-five such schools operated by the Sisters throughout the
world, fifty-five of which are in the
United States.

usually too far advanced for the girl
who has only a few experiences.

When a

girl enters

the

Good

Shepherd Home she breaks completely with the disordered environment from which she comes. She
enters as it were into a completely
new world that is immaculately
clean and moves to a regular schedule, but at the same time, the girls

are not forced into the set, inflex-

ible mold

of the average

reform

and

religions are accepted into the
school, but they must be of normal
intelligence, having an I.Q. of ninety

or above.
Although most of the girls looked
extremely innocent as we passed by
them in the corridors and watched
them in class or at work, all of them
had committed some crime. ‘This
school is not intended for the
wayward girl who is guilty of themt,
or the young girl who is defiant at
home, but who still has high morals,
or who is innocent of evil in regard
to immoral practices. The Sister
Superior told us, however, that they
often hesitate to take girls who have
been a serious problem for three or

instruments;

there

is a

special occasions, and in a monthly
publication,

the

school’s amateur
its activities.

BUGLER,

journalists

the

report

Recreation occupies an important
place in the program of the Good
Shepherd home, for the Sisters consider play the starting point of their
work, and there is a sound psychology behind it. In most cases the

previously

lived

in

environ-

in the movement and spontaneity of
play, the girls pick up the broken

school.
each

Upon

entering the home,

girl is given

name by which

an institutional

she is known

to

teachers and other officials; her past
is forgotten, and she is given a “new

start” in life.
Each day begins at 7:00 A. M.
with Mass. Non-Catholics are free
to worship as they choose, but in
the simplicity and peace of the chapel they may learn reverence. Moral
and spiritual training is an essential
factor in the readjustment of the
under-privileged girl. It is necessary
for a girl to appreciate the fact that
there is a Divine Being in whom she
can confide and feel that there is a
Divine Power who will assist her in
the desire to overcome unwholesome
habits.

four years, as these have a rather

‘The educational program covers a

hardened attitude and can be classed
with an older group. This type is

wide cultural, vocational, and domestic science training. The rehabil-
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other

school orchestra to supply music for

girls

The purpose of the Good Shep-

Girls of all races, nationalities

and

ments and had experiences that
thrust worldly brutal realities upon
them during childhood and adolescence, causing them to grow old beyond their years. The miracle effected by play is quite astounding, for

herd Training School is to restore
to socially useful lives girls between
the ages of twelve and eighteen who
have been a problem to authority
and to their parents, or whom faulty
environment has led into immoral
practices and
even
into major
crimes. All placements are arranged
by the Juvenile Courts, Social Service Agencies, or through the parents.

and _ refined

characteristics. ‘To complete the
cycle of self-development, the student finds encouragement for any
inclination she may have for creative
expression. ‘The music department
gives instruction in the piano, violin,

thread of their childhood,
their distrust, and become

lose all
a child

again in spirit and even in appearance. In the give and take of the
game untuly tempers are disciplined,
and the first lessons in the courtesy
of fair play are absorbed.

At 8:15 P. M. every evening, all
the girls must return to the dormitory—a large, exceptionally well ventilated room.

Like most institutions,

the Good Shepherd home is crowded beyond its capacity, especially in
the sleeping quarters, but everything
is clean and well arranged to conserve space. The dormitory is always well supervised, since an older
lay person sleeps in the same room
with the girls. A Sister’s room ad-

joins the domitory so that she may
see each

child

in her bed

at any

time. The dormitory is lighted
throughout the entire night with

blue lights placed along the baseboards of the room.

They are not
Page
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bright enough to be disturbing, but
rather give the effect
under the night sky.

of sleeping

Saturday is the day spent in doing
general house cleaning, laundry, appointments at the beauty parlor,
reading, study or club work. A system has been worked out whereby

the girls are paid for their household
duties, sewing and other services.
The girls buy all necessary supplies

with their earnings, and make out
checks for all purchases, itemizing
expenditures on the reverse side. By
providing means for the students to
earn money, the Sisters provide an
effective incentive to thrift.
Still another unique feature of
San Francisco’s Good
Shepherd
Home is its fully equipped beauty
parlor. It is in charge of a licensed
cosmetician who instructs girls in-

terested in this work as a vocation
and directs them in giving sham-

GENERAL

MUD

Along the Siegfried Line.

@ By Joun F. LEaney
In the literature of war, one often
hears about “General Mud.’ Some

wags

have

been

saying

that in

a

modern war mud has been reduced
to a Colonel or even to a lower rank.

They say that the use of modern
mechanized equipment and meth-

ods is responsible for the old veteran’s demotion.

For some this may be true. For
the men who ride in modern mechanized vehicles equipped with tracks
and treads this might be so. For the
infantry, however, mud is still a full
General, if not a Field Marshal.

Sunday is a day of rest, beginning
with Mass, the remainder of the day
being spent in reading, study, recre-

In warfare the infantryman finds
it necessary to learn many things. In
Germany on the Siegfried Line we
learned them fast. Germany in the
fall is incredibly damp and dreary.
Roads turned to quagmires; foxholes
were converted into miniature lakes.
As important as anything else was
the job of learning how to live in
mud, in soaking foxholes, under artillery fire, under constant strain. In

ational activities, movies, and enter-

war,

tainment of various kinds. The girls
may receive visits from their relatives on the second or third Sunday
of each month, but the regulations
of the school are very strict in this

and many times it is hard to know
which is worse. There is the battle
to kill the enemy and there is the
battle with yourself to live. The one
is against people, the other against
mud or ice or rain or vermin or boredom or homesickness or imaginary
terrors. In Germany in November
it was mud. Now and then we
fought the enemy, for a few hours
or a few days. The mud we fought
always, every miserable minute. The
mud was Germany.

poos, hair cuts, permanents,

finger

waves, facials and manicures to their

fellow students. On the afternoon
when I visited the home, every dryer was in use in the beauty parlor,
and business was booming.

regard. Only parents and close relatives are granted these supervised

visits which may not last longer than
forty-five minutes. All letters are
censored, and the parents are, furthermore, warned by the Sisters not
to send depressing letters which tend
to worry or upset the girls.
Tolerance, kindness and love are,

in short, the techniques employed
by the Sisters of the Good Shepherd
in all of their work. In this manner,
the Sisters find the wisdom that en-

ables them to stand by while the individual discovers her own shortcomings, solves her own problems,

there are two kinds

of battles

It is amazing what a little mud in
the wrong place can do. It will make
your rifle the most worthless piece
of junk possible. It will jam the
piece just when you need protection
most. It will ooze through your
shoes and through your socks and
eat away your feet. It will make your
foxhole a slimy, slippery, smelly jail.
It will creep into your hair, your
food, your teeth, your clothes, and
sometimes your mind. The enemy’s
best ally in the Siegfried Line was
trench foot. There is one consolation. If you get enough mud, you
are almost sure to get used to it.
Also, fortunately, some things are
worse than mud. The first time you
have to spend the night in a foxhole
three-quarters full of water, you will
feel elated the next time you have
only mud to worry about. You will
also think to yourself what a wonderful war it would be if only you
could hit some fine, solid ground
and not mud all the time. Thoughts
like that make life bearable in battle.
As one might guess, the shooting
was never one way. The Germans
did plenty of shooting themselves. A

wise man learns to hit the ground in
no time. It is something else to hit
the mud. It is something else to
sink into four or five inches of mud,

swampy, filthy mud, everytime you

have to duck.

It is also something

else to have to get up out of that
stuff and sometimes drop down and
get up again and again. The artillerymen had their mud, too. The ninetyfive pounds of a one-fifty-five shell
can drag a man down deeper and
deeper. That was something the
men of the artillery learned.
The wire men had their mud also.
If the wire is on the ground, the

stuff works its way in and shorts it
and skidding cars have a way of tak-

and gradually imposes on herself the

ing wires for a ride.

effective and lasting than any disci(Continued on Page 22)

laid in the mud either.

self-discipline that is infinitely more

Page 8

Nor do tank

treads have a salutary effect on wires
The alterna-

(Continued on Page 22)
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THE

BROTHER

AS A TEACHER

is one who never intentionally inflicts pain. Then there is that strong
feeling of fraternal charity, without
which religious life would be impossible. Yes, the Brother by his very
religious vocation should be a gentle-

The harvest is great but the laborers are few.
@ By THomas J. PRICE

man.

The vocation of the teacher is to

@ Illustration by Suze PoHLMEYER
‘The teacher is a professional man

man of God, into an apostle. It will

just as the lawyer, the physician, the
minister of religion is a professional

drive him on to do what St. Paul
said to Timothy: “Do the work of
an apostle.” Only such a teacher is
competent to form the Image of
Christ in souls. Children imitate
their elders. What a power for good
is the Brother who radiates holiness.
The students regard him as the embodiment of what he teaches—the
love of God, the dignity of man, the
immortality of the human soul, the

man.

Men in the professions must

work for a livelihood like men in
the trades and crafts. ‘There is more
opportunity, probably, for altruism

in the professions than there is in
the trades and crafts. Professional

men deal directly with human beings, whereas craftsmen use material
things to make objects that satisfy

man’s physical wants.

utter dependence of man upon God.

The teacher is not only a professional man but he is also an artist.

The sculptor is an artist who works
with marble, the painter is an artist
who works with color, but the teach-

er is an artist who works with immortal souls. ‘The task of the teacher is the noblest of all the professions. Daniel Webster says that if

Certain qualities are prerequisites
for one who would be a teacher.
First on this list of qualities we
might mention the spirit or personality of the teacher. ‘The teacher can
make or mar the school. It is not

so much

what he teaches that is

the important thing but what he is.

It is comparatively easy to address
students but art and technique are

‘The true teacher will be a gentleman,

that is, he will be courteous.

Although his students are inferior to
him in training and intelligence he
will respect them as human beings,
as children of God. Courtesy does
not consist in softness and _ sentimentality; it is the instinct of a soul
that is cultured and religious-minded. It manifests itself in respect for

the aged and those in authority; it

aid personality.

respects the feelings and the rights
of others. The courteous person is

Our next concern, evidently, is
with the kind of personality that the
teacher possesses. He should be a
religious gentleman. In this article
we are writing of the religious teach-

ed, and well-balanced. Naturally the
great source of courtesy is Christian
charity. The Brother has every opportunity to develop courtesy, to be
a gentleman. He lives with a group

required to develop

er, the Brother.

character and

not affected; he is calm, open-mind-

His formation as a

member of a religious society will
shape him, with his entire and
wholehearted co-operation, into a
February,
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teacher should be a love of learning,
a strong tendency towards the things
of the intellect. He should develop

his natural ability for study persistently and assiduously.

The content

of his courses will be a part of his
life which he will present clearly
and directly to his charges. One can-

not be a real teacher without profound thought and perpetual study,
otherwise stagnation will set in and
the students will regard the teacher
as a relic of a bygone age. In the
tule of St. Benedict the monks were
to labor and to pray. All religious
must pray, but labor for the religious-teaching orders has reference
to study. The Brother is prepared
for his profession according to the

requirements of the State Depart-

we imbue souls with principles, with
the fear of God and the love of fellowmen, we engrave on these tablets something that will shine for
all eternity.

dispense knowledge; he must be a
learned man. Pre-eminent in the

of educated,

cultured

men.

His re-

ligious rules recommend to him the
spirit of self-control.
Remember
that Newman’s idea of a gentleman

ment of Education. His training is
long and adequate. According to his
tule he has no time for worldly
amusements, consequently he is not
distracted: In the calm and peace of
the Society’s normal school he devotes his adolescent years to the acquisition of knowledge.
Knowledge in the teacher’s mind
will be of little avail to the students
if it is not communicated. The
teacher must transmit his learning
to the students. This is a gift quite
similar to the inspiration of the
poet. ‘There are born teachers just

as there are born poets.

However,

the gift may also be cultivated. Enthusiasm is a great aid. A person
who has a deep-seated love of learning, and who feels enthusiastic about
communicating that learning, will
go far in the ranks of a good teacher.
A study of methods and the actual
practice of them will greatly aid him
in the technique of teaching. Then,
as he recollects that God has called
him to the work of the apostolate in
a teaching community he learns to
rely upon divine aid in his work.
Page 9

There are many

satisfactions

in

the vocation of the Brother as a religious educator. ‘The keenest joys in

LESSON

FROM

A

FLAG

life are in the pursuit of intellectual
activities. The laborer works with
his hands and the teacher works
with his mind. What a delight for
the enthusiastic Brother to spend
hours in the company of the great
minds

in

the

realms

of literature,

philosophy, and science. There is always something new to learn in the
search for truth, goodness, and beauty. Then there is the joy of actually
dispensing knowledge, of feeding the
intellect

with

truth,

the

will

with

goodness, and the aesthetic sense
with beauty. With some teachers
this imparting of knowledge is a passion. They are happiest when they
are teaching. What a pleasure to
see the young minds unfolding before us as we stimulate them, nourish them,

and

carefully watch

over

them. Finally there is the assurance
that we are working for Christ, that

we are helping

Him

in our

own

feeble way in the great work of
bringing immortal souls to Him.
Surely this is our greatest consolation.
The

Master has told us to pray

the Lord of the harvest that He send
many laborers into the harvest.
There is a need for thousands of zealous and fervent Brothers to staff
the high schools, colleges, and missions. You young men, to whom
these

words

are

addressed,

we

ask

© By Roserr T. BorDER
Ever since I can remember I have
collected flags. I have always been

interested in knowing why people
chose the colors for their flag, the
meaning of the different designs,
and the reasons for the different
shapes.
The collection I am making consists of drawings that I have made
and books, papers, and pamphlets
that I had either bought or received
as presents. It seemed as if I never
could afford or find any real and
rare flags.
One Flag Day I was hanging out

you to heed the call to the vocation

my old American flag. As I hung it

of religious educator.

up, I noticed that the stars were
crooked. Thinking that I hadn't
hung it straight, I took it down and
put it up again. Still it hung crooked. Then I noticed that the stars
were in jagged lines. I began counting the stars and found only fortysix of them.

If, however,

you do not think that you have a
vocation, pray fervently that the

Lord will bless the teaching congregations with a numerous supply of
generous American young men to
carry on the work of the Brother as
a religious teacher.

I went into the house and told
my mother. She laughed and called
the neighbor lady to tell her the big
joke. But the neighbor, instead of
laughing, called the newspaper. ‘The
Dayton Herald looked in their historical records and found that the
American flag I had was a rare one.
It was rare because only a few of
this kind were made, for soon after

the forty-sixth state was admitted to

the Union the forty seventh and the
forty-eighth were added.
There was a write-up in the paper
about the flag, but when the reporters asked me for its history, I
couldn’t tell them because I didn’t
know. But my grandfather soon told
us the whole story of the flag.
My mother’s great uncle was a
sergeant with the United States Cavalry, stationed in Texas when New
Mexico and Arizona were admitted
to the Union. And it was his outfit
that marched across the border of
Texas into the new state of New
Mexico. At the head of that column
of men and horses flew the flag that
I own. It is also the first flag that
flew over the first United States
Army fort built in the new state.
Every time I tell anyone about
my flag they all laugh. But it is
not funny to me. I had found my
rare flag and I learned a good lesson
also. I was looking so hard for
something I wanted very badly and
found it in my own house. I suppose if many people would only
look around they would find what
they are looking for in their own
back yard.
I still have that flag and I fly it
every holiday. It’s old and tattered

and torn but it’s still the American
flag. And as long as it holds together
and as long as I am able, I shall
proudly fly my rare treasure.
The Exponent

THE

SOLITARY

(For Joe, who

SEARCH

understands)

Tonight I walked alone

Beneath a rainy sky
Calling to you across each distant mile.
Sleek autos splashed me in the dark .
What did it matter?
No

.

one cared;

The night is always full of people
Who walk alone.
Distorted faces peered at me
Scornful faces, indifferent faces .. .

Hesitant faces with questioning eyes
And kinder faces that understood
A curious jumble of non-descript faces
Glanced at me, then quickly scurried on.
It was a night for tears...

My anguish choked me
But I did not cry:
I stifled my tormenting sobs
Lest the people pushing by
Would look at me with pity in their eyes
Or scoff because
I cannot quell my grief.
I groped alone tonight
Through cold, mud-splattered streets
Past the many obscure places
Where your image lingers on.
How could I know
That streets where you tread
Would still re-echo with your charm
And taunt me

With whispers
Of your carefree laughter?
I shivered as I walked along

Quivering from the cold, wet rain
And quivering because
Everywhere I looked
I saw the grinning ghost of you.
I watched the mocking gaiety

Of his tilted head
Certain that I had found you!
But, no.

No.

No!

My heart deceived me,
You were not there.

Your ghost was everywhere. Everywhere . . .
And you were nowhere.

Searing my vulnerable depths
Until I knew the pain of Shem.
Will you never come?
Life is so pointless
When there is no love.
You are the perfect half of me.
When you are gone there is a blank,
For my days are senseless
Without you.
You warned me
That life without a goal
Is meaningless . . .

Why did I deny it then?
Why couldn’t I believe?
Why did I learn too late
That I need roots?
Now when the tumult is raging
And the sand beneath my feet
Is slowly swirling away
I am berserk with fear
And baffled with life’s emptiness.
(I need the protective security

Of a faith . . . like yours.)
To live without God
In this hostile world

Is an anguish worse than death.
Death is final

But this gnawing loneliness
Hangs on.
I try to banish it
But relief is brief;

For I am a spiritual pigmy
Trying to comprehend. _
The wisdom of the giants.
YOU MUST RETURN ...
I need you . . . I need your strength
Without you I am “tinkling brass”
Lost and hollow in a callous world
Looking for someone
Who can help me find my way.
—SuirtEy McNen.
*

*

TO

*

LIVE

How many times have I felt this way
Full of love and bubbling over.
How often have I wandered away

Off to far-flung fields, the fields of clover.
Too high on a cloud to want to stay

And fingers of fire

Where the patterns are set; for I’m a rover.
I want to join in the breeze’s play,

Like flames from hell
Crawled within my breast

I want to live, let me live this way.
—Mary Lov Joswicx.

I watched the man who was not you
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ST. VALENTINE’S

DAY

...

The day we celebrate as Valentine Day is the
anniversary of the death of a gentle Christian saint and
martyr, who was beheaded in Rome in 306 A.D. In

as others of the time.
ours, were more free
Science and industry
art. The Byzantines

the Mediterranean regions, one story goes, people began
to follow the custom of giving each other bouquets of
flowers in his memory. The violet was preferred. Some
authorities claim that other festivals have contributed

ary forces drove against the Northmen
Rome.

to the occasion.

The

Latin Feast of Lupercale,

The women of this empire,
than any of the preceding
flourished, as did literature
had professional armies of

like
eras.
and
high

calibre, and they stood with the Christian world against
the Paynim hordes. More than one of their expedition-

the

They also had a secret weapon.

who encircled

Their scientists

celebration given in honor of the protecting deity of

developed a terrible and feared scourge on which they

Shepherds, is mentioned as one possibility. A poetic
tale originating in the south of Europe possibly before

placed their dependence. Greek-Fire, the secret of
which is to this day a mystery, a flaming material which

the advent of Christianity may contribute to the day
as we know it. According to this belief, the birds choose
mates for the year on this day. From this particular
association may have arisen the Valentine party. By
the Middle Ages, this custom was well established.
Youths and maidens and the unmarried in general
chose partners for the feast by a sort of lottery arrangement. A more formal exchange of greetings succeeded
this in northern Europe. The former style of affair may
still be found in many cultures with Latin derivations.
One wonders if we who inherit the “direct message”
type of celebration do not miss a lot which the older
style maintains, with its mock-serious situations and the

coy angling that occurs as various individuals try to

no fire could quench, was used by the “preferred” arm:
the fleet, to hold the Saracen hosts at bay. The war
lasted several hundred years with the loss of province
after province by the Byzantines, who were now in a
decline. The end came with the fall of Constantinople,
betrayed, not only by treacherous citizens, but by a
spirit of materialistic decadence which weakened the
population of the whole empire. Rome, betrayed many

times and sacked many times, defeated the barbarian at
last; the Byzantine Empire, betrayed but once, depending on its “secret Weapon” submerged completely.
And

the moral?

Without

become paired with particular lottery partners.

—JoHn WHARTON.

No matter how it is celebrated, however, whether
by the Gallic style festival, the simple greeting, or by
the exchange of bouquets reminiscent of the original

remembrances of the Saint, the day remains as one of
February’s most pleasant holidays: the day on which
it is fitting to be sentimental.
—JoHN WHARTON.
*

THE

*

SECRET

*

WEAPON

Historians have said that since the progress of
civilization moves in cycles, history does repeat itself to

a certain degree. Among the many civilizations of the
past, a number show similarity to ours of the present
day. One which has particularly interesting comparisons

is that of the Byzantines.
The Byzantines had the most materialistic culture

spiritual strength, the

most powerful of secret weapons is useless.
*

DROPPING

*

*

CATALOGS

ON

THE

USSR

Of the various plans proposed for dealing with the

Soviets, one of the most footless, in our opinion is the
one involving the dropping of Western propaganda devices on Russia. The simplest of these plans suggests
mail-order catalogs; the most elaborate missiles men-

tioned range from candy-bars

to livestock, with the idea

of

people

reaching

the

common

of

the

USSR

to

persuade them of our pacific intention while demonstrating the manifest success of Capitalism as opposed

to collectivism. It would be simpler, and make just as
much

sense, to invite the whole

of the north

half of

Asia to a series of radio give-away shows; boats could

be hired to ply between Port Arthur and ’Frisco taking
them in shifts to the studios and returning them with
their washing machines, diesel yachts, refrigerators, etc.

All good things eventually found their

(European Russia should not be included in this plan;

way to the Dardanelles by ship or camel-caravan. ‘Their
political system worked well; the people were as free

the population there can’t claim that they are victims
of discrimination. They have already taken Poland,

of their day.
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the Balkans, Germany and Austria.) On being allowed
this glimpse of sane and realistic thinking, and being
the recipient of this well-deserved largesse, the inhabitants of northern Asia can only view us as the richest,
most open-handed of people. They will go to their
simple homes with a warm glow in their hearts and
immediately begin plans for a better, fuller life. Plans

involving the attack and capture of the North American
continent by way of the Kuriles.
Seriously, anything in the nature of exhibits dropped en masse on the Russians could be explained in a
dozen ways so as to give credit to their totalitarian gov-

ernment.

This is about what happened

This month is supposed to remind us of this duty.
That is why there are many displays, programs, articles

and the like on this subject. Let’s not let these reminders be in vain but let’s pass on the good thoughts we
get from them to others and keep them in mind ourselves when we are buying books and magazines during
the month.
—WituiaM O’ConnELL.
*

FOR

YOUR

*

*

INFORMATION

Don’t miss the performance of Our Town at the

to the war

Dayton Art Institute. The dates are Friday and Satur-

material sent them in the late conflict. Russians we
contacted then could not be made to believe other than
that the jeeps, planes, tanks, and guns had been made
soley and entirely in Russia on the inspiration of Stalin.
Some were convinced that THEY had given our equip-

day, February 18 and 19. Students taking important
roles in the play are Jim Walsh, George Biersack, Mary
Van Dyke Brown, Peggy Davis, ‘Tom Aldredge, Rosemary Busic and Ned Cofer. Thornton Wilder is the
author of the play. The time is about the turn of the
century and the location is Grovers Corners, New
Hampshire. There is no scenery and the actors wear
costumes. You will find humor and human interest
and dramatic scenes in the play. The New York Mirror
say, “It will send the pulses racing and put lumps in
the throat.” “No play ever moved me so much” is the
reaction of Alexander Woolcot and the Cleveland Press
remarks “One becomes spellbound with the sublimation of the ordinary.” The U.D. Players deserve your

ment to US.
Looking backward, we wonder what kind of freely

distributed products the barbarians were given to call
them onto the sack of weakened Rome. How much
protection did the Danegeld buy the cheated early
English. Closer than is comfortable, how much respect

did the gifts Perry took to the Mikado earn for the
United States. The flaunting of material wealth, it
seems to us, is a sub-heading under the idea of the
familiarity breeding contempt.
Even
well-guarded
wealth will attract the looter. The poorer the looter is

support and we know that you will come out and see
them in Our Town .. . The International Federation of

fixed for armament the better the battle he puts up;

Catholic Alumnae announce the third season of the

the barbarians seem to have succeeded pretty consistently over the best armed troops of their day all through
history.

neers’ Club.

The wholesale dispersion of gifts or catalogs would
eventually be used, it seems to us, as are wrist-watches

now on the Steppes as examples of loot—inducements
for recruiting, and morale purposes.
—JoHn
*

*

CATHOLIC

WuartTon.

*

Critics’ Forum

book reviews.

The place is the Engi-

The first book review is scheduled for

Friday, February 18. Rev. John S. Kennedy, radio commentator, Literary Critic of the New York Times, and
Associate Editor of the Catholic Transcript of Hartford,
Connecticut,

will

review

Graham

Greene’s

much-dis-

cussed and much-disputed Heart of the Matter. Later
dates are March 18 and April 22. Watch the Exponent
for details of these other book reviews. For tickets call
Miss Martha Bucher, FUlton: 2148 or MAdison: 3565.

PRESS MONTH

February has been set aside as Catholic Press
Month. The purpose of this is to bring Catholic literature into the home,

office and store; to get Catholics

in particular and people in general to realize that there
are many Catholic books on the market, books in about
every field imaginable, and that it is their duty to read
these books in preference to others.
It is needless to say that it is the duty of every
Catholic to spread his faith as much as possible. A
principle way of doing this is through literature: books,

magazines and articles. ‘This good work can not go on
unless encouragement is gotten from the faithful, unless
they read them and pass them on.
February, 1949
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OE
te Cocks : .
WOMEN’S

AN

again.

INVITATION

ERMA

It’s been a long time. Pat it dry and .. . no, no,

with your pores happy for a change.

I do hate to meddle, but I hope those hose you

I’m no crusader, mind you . . . but I’d like to extend

removed this afternoon have been paling around with

an invitation to you on behalf of the Catholic gals. ‘The
chapel on U.D.’s campus doesn’t belong to us. It

a bar of soap before you retire . . . same goes for those
.

read a little prayer or two . . . or reflect about life . . .
you can even enter it for curiosity.

The door is never barred or locked to anyone . . .
believers or non-believers. Some have never seen th
interior of the chapel.

undies. I never heard of hair being allergic to the stuff
either . . . or underneath your fingernails, or those

rough spots on the elbows, or the back of your heels.
Cleanliness with soap . . . that’s the look . . . yesterday, today, and tomorrow. Let’s be seeing more of you.
... Teally you, I mean. I'll be watching for you. When
you go to your next bar .. . make it soap...

Your entrance signifies no desire to be “converted”

—Your

when you step your foot inside the door. In fact, most
visitors come and go unnoticed.

Catholics are welcome also.
*

*

SOAP
Dear

Coed:

I shan’t bother with introductions, for my identity
is not too important.

You rarely give me a second glance although I see
you every day. I watch you as you pour through Vogue,
Charm,

*

MEMORIES

I repeat .. . I’m not recruiting . . . only telling you
... the chapel during the day is a haven for troubled
minds and hearts...

a

Glamour, Mademoiselle, Seventeen

F'IstE

no you don’t need a freshener tonight . . . try sleeping

I’d like to direct a few pieces of type to the
Protestant Women this month.

belongs to anyone who likes to think about God .

EDITOR

(Flatters),

Bazaar and other fifty-cent editions of Beauty in Black
and White.
I watch you imitate a girl in Denver who lost
twenty-five pounds of ugly fat in seven days. I watch
you religiously adhere to your chin strap each night.
(You wouldn’t be caught dead without it.) I watch
you pile on mountains of cream, mascara, powder, skin
refreshener, lotions and pastes . . . paint an unnatural
lipline and go out into the world feeling like a million
and looking like a confederate penny.

Here’s a suggestion. Have you tried soap?
That’s not a trade name, friend . . . that’s just a

*

OF THE

Mrrror.

*

INAUGURAL

The ball is over, but the memories of the 1949
inauguration live on with Mary Ann (Mim) Dobrozsi.
Her five days of sporting new clothes and dining
with Washington dignitaries may only be evidenced
by a News clipping or two. What say we add the

Exponent to her collection.
On her arrival Wednesday, Mim found herself
rubbing shoulders with Hollywoodites Gene Kelly, Jane
Powell, Edgar Bergan, Phil Spitalny and a score of stars
who staged the Inaugural Gala for the President. Of
course, there were 5,299 others attending.
Thursday A. M. our favorite blonde was right up
in the grandstand to view President Truman being

sworn in. “The parade left me breathless,” Mim said.
“And the Ohio float . . . I was so proud, I could’ve
died. Governor Lausche was riding in front of it.”
Clothed in a sheath of gold satin, Mim made her
entrance to the Inaugural ball that evening where she
danced to the music of Guy Lombardo, Benny Goodman and Xavier Cugat. “All this was held in what they
called the Armory,” she explained. “One band would
play fifteen minutes .. . then the stage would revolve
bringing another band, and so on until about 1:30 A.M.
the next morning.”

Friday was another up-and-at-em day . . . first to
a banquet

for the

Ohio

Democratic

Delegation

(the

mere product. Soap . . . S-O-A-P, used as a cleansing

only young gal at the table, where she met Mrs. Thad

agent
down

Brown, chairman of the National Republican Women’s

for many things. Ah, ah, put that cream jar
. . . here lather up. Feel those pores breathing
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she toured the Capitol and had dinner with an FBI
man.

(Mim doubted whether or not this would inter-

stream was confirmed. A new day had started in the
valley and in the woods.
—ELLEN AMMANN.

est anyone . . . foolish one.) Saturday, there was another tour; this time of the Pentagon building and a
visit with a Red Cross representative to Walter Reed
and a Naval hopsital. (Mim is First Aid Chairman in

the U.D. unit of the ARC.)
“Hurry up,” she panted, “Let’s get to Saturday
night so I can tell you that I met Morton Downey who
.was singing at the Statler Hotel.”
On Sunday, the tewnty-year-old coed was enroute
home to schedules, classes and life in the Loretto.

She

saw in five days what most girls never see in a lifetime.

SPRING

NAVY,

AUTUMN

is being
If you

it up or down with accessories according to your mood
and the occasion, thereby saying “Bon Voyage’ to
extravagance as you have lots of date dresses for the
price of one.
For SEEworthy accessories it’s the bright touch
counts! Here are new ideas to go with new

Small scatter pins in

French type enamel finish make a delicate arrangement
for a plain dress or suit and coat necklines. Fresh or

MORNING
in a while an English
good.
So it is with
to U. D. and the pages
and relax!

_ Of all the beautiful mornings

NAVY

right port with one inexpensive little dress, designed
for accessorizing. Fair weather is predicted as you dress

clothes—or perk up old ones.

*

Editor’s Note: Every once
composition paper makes
Ellen Ammann, newcomer
of the Exponent. Read it

MORE

are an accessory “skipper” you can be piloted to the

that
*

and

cheered for spring in coats, suits and dresses.

—E. L. F.
*

NAVY

*
¥
FASHIONS

I witnessed while

hiking, I recall one as the most beautiful. We were
out in the Seven Mountains along the Rhine River in
Germany. Our camp was located on the top of a small
mountain, in a little vine-pillared, walless temple. ‘The
forest enclosed it on three sides, leaving an opening
and a magnificent view only to the West, to the river
and other vine-covered hills.

artificial flowers used at strategic points are high fashion
notes. Belts can also be used effectively, providing you
keep in mind that “mates” always think waist space is
more spic with less span. If you are in the last category,

never call for the wider belts.
To be certain to see a head, clap on a sassy straw
sailor hat stolen from the boys for one of the touches
of spring. There is a first class rating for shoulder bags
in colors to either match or contrast with your costume.
—The ever popular shortie gloves are appearing again
on counters in many stores. They come in many patterned stitchings and seemingly go with everything.—

According to the latest forecast one of the newer things

When I woke up that morning, the sun was just
starting to rise. The air was a little chilly and misty,

in the new look is the transition from dull-colored hose

and a white sea of fog covered the valley. Lonely birds

to the delicate pastel shades.

were singing immensely clear and sweet, and a

slight

breeze stirred the long grass and caressed my face. The
air smelled strongly like herbs, after the rain during
the previous day.

One by one the rays broke through the trees, tracing fine lines of light to the ground. They danced and
leaped from over the dewy blades of grass and left
them ornamented with various pearls as they broke in
the endless number of tiny drops; fuller became the

jubilant song of the birds and whole bundles of sunbeams wove a gay pattern, painting a patchwork of
light and shadow on the ground. And then the sun
stood as a blinding source of light in the middle of
the foot-wide path that led to the valley. A flood of
light shed over the surrounding mountains. Slowly the
fog began to part, revealing a few red roofs far below
us and the silvery band of the stream.

Bells rang from the tower of a village church, and
bells clanged from the freight-boats on the river, as
the anchors were lifted and the trip upstream or downFebruary, 1949

Getting to the bottom of things—navy blue calf
shoes will always walk off with honors this spring.

It

is well to keep in mind that smooth sailing is assured
if you choose a pair that gets to be a happy walking
habit.
Having proven a point that smartness is not de-

pendent on price—the smart coed will evaluate the
sun-quality of everything with which she wears, follow-

ing this particularly in accessories—It might be said
that nature has kept vou out of Hollywood’s SMILE
class, however, the special seal of good judgment in
accessories will put you in Hollywood’s STYLE class.
—Mary ELyen Nacte.

*

*
Scribblings from the notebook of
A baby elephant is
His life is dull and
He

cannot

*
. . . George Lawrence
sad
gray

suck his thumb

Because his nose is in the way.
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OCKY

THE

GREAT

Well on opening day I unveiled

This is quite a yarn.

@ By Jim McGarry
Yes, Sam, except for a three year
hitch in the Navy during the last
war, I’ve spent practically my whole

time!

life in baseball. Played fifteen years

his eight “arms” or “legs”—he used
them interchangeably—and his huge
head, but, and a big “but”, he was
the greatest baseball prospect ever
to come before my eyes. An un-

with the Sox in the big time and
since the time my legs lost their zip
I’ve been a scout, manager and owner.

Of course, as baseball goes, over

Man, oh man, what an arm!

Of course, he wasn’t the handsomest character I had ever seen, with

trained observer would probably
have seen only an “Octopus”! How-

thirty years of experience doesn’t
exactly make an old head at the
game. Look how long Uncle Connie

ever, as I said before, I know

real

that after all this time I can pretty

ball talent when I see it. Hardly believing my eyes, I recovered the rest

well tell a busher from a big leaguer.

of my

has been around! I do think, though,

Another
do, Sam.

beer?

Don’t

mind

if I

yourself,

have

heard

of some

of the boys I developed and recommended who are now starring in the
big show . . . “Sneaker” O’Toole for
instance, who last year stole some
two hundred bases. I’ve uncovered
fellows all over the country—on
sandlots, city streets and farms. I
knew at a glance that they were all

born ball players with tons of natural ability. But I’m telling you!
Not one of those boys, or for that

matter any man in the history of
baseball, could hold a candle to
Ocky, my greatest discovery of all.
Johnson, Hubbell, Dean, Cobb and

I first sighted Ocky about six
years ago. At the time I was serving
as an athletic instructor on Bongo
Pongo Island in the South Pacific.
One hot day—they were all that way
out there—while I was siestaing on
the beach with some beer, which

I

was cooling in the surf, I spotted
about

a stone’s

What a sight!

throw

away.

There he stood, al-

most EIGHT FEET tall! ‘Throwing

coconuts at parrots perched in the
palms and . . . think of this, at about
fifty yards scoring a direct hit every
Page 16

strolled

down

to

meet this fellow who I felt possessed
the makings

of a

wasn’t,

and

so as we

terrific

talked

downed

baseball

pitcher.

we

the beer

struck

up

quite a friendship. Ocky, as I came
to call him, had never heard of the
game but after I had explained its
essential details to him, he was anx-

ious for an opportunity to play.
‘Thereafter I spent all my spare hours

teaching Ocky

everything

I knew

about baseball. There was no doubt

in my mind that, with his extraordinary qualifications, ability,
youth and enthusiasm, a little spe-

cial tutoring would

soon

develop

him into “the” greatest player ever.

So by the time the shooting had
ceased and I was in civies again, I
had been working with Ocky for al-

most three years.

Ruth—all rolled into one—that was
Ocky!

him

and

He didn’t appear to be bashful and

Well anyway, as I was saying,
I’ve been around long enough to
spot real ball talent when I see it.
You,

beer

My

only worry

during that time was keeping his
superb abilities hidden from the
prying eyes of other baseball men
who were in the service. No telling
what they would have done to get
Ocky if they had gotten wind of
him. Happily, however, by using
the old noodle I got him safely back
to the States and signed to a Tookerville Chick contract without tipping my mitt. As owner and man-

my protege to the amazed and
lighted fans. Bang! He was an
mediate sensation. No wonder!
could pitch with any one of

deimHe
his

eight

any

arms.

He

could

pitch

way—high, low, inside, outside and,
above all, “fast and down the mid-

dle.”

Actually the bewildered bat-

ters seldom caught a glimpse of the
ball. They only sniffed the burning
horsehide as Ocky,

coming

out of

his magnificant- windup, fireballed it
past their
batter did
get a piece
getting on

flailing war-clubs. If a
accidentally manage to
of the ball, his chance of
base was mighty slim be-

cause Ocky, wearing two gloves, cov
ered the infield and part of the outfield like a demon. Truth is—his
first five games were “no-hit, no-run”

affairs.

And what a batter!

I can

still see him strolling up to bat
swinging five or six hickories, slap-

ping the apple a country mile and
zooming around the bases like a
greased atom. What a player!
By midseason we were leading the

league by thirty games and he had
topped every record in the books.
Ocky with his abundance of equally
potent arms wanted in his eagerness
to pitch every day, but I forced him
to rest every fourth game in order
to keep my other pitcher from getting rusty. Nevertheless, his ac-

complishments by the halfway mark
verged on the unbelieveable. In
racking up fifty straight wins he had
amassed over seven hundred strikeouts and given up only . . . only
FIVE scratch hits! His .850 batting
average and ninety homers had the
big league moguls offering the federal treasury for his services. I could
have sold him then, letting the
Chicks coast home on the lead they
had, but, because of friendship and
that fact that Ocky felt he needed
more polish, I decided to hold onto
him until the end of the season.

That was a fatal decision!
The memory of that calls for another, Sam.

ager of the Chicks I knew that with

The whole country was clamoring

Ocky on the team it was a certain
pennant winner.

for a look at Ocky, so whenever our
schedule permitted we played exhibition contests. One day late in
(Continued on Page 20)

Mine’s empty too, Sam.
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THE GREAT VICTORIAN

POET

of his poety as a substitute, stating
“that it cannot be used as an after
dinner cigar.”

Perhaps you will catch some of the writer’s enthusiasm.

Although his life was given over
to the writing of poetry, he did not

@ By Dante H. LocuTeretp

allow his knowledge of music and
art to lie idle. Quite a few of his
poems have as their central figures

@ Illustration by Marci CaporaL

It is only fair to say at the beginning that in writing about the poetry
of Robert Browning I have confined myself entirely to the reading

of his shorter poems. I realized that
a true picture of the man’s greatness and poetic genius cannot be
obtained from such a limited smattering of his works. I can only say
that once having realized the beauty
and artistry of his verse, I will endeavor to seek the enjoyments and
understandings that can be found

there.

comprehensive

study of the

poet.

Robert Browning’s status as one
of England’s foremost poets is no
great mystery. From early childhood his only ambition in life was
to attain the rank of a poet. This
desire was aided through the love
of wealthy, cultivated parents. His
marriage to Elizabeth Barrett, a famous poetess in her own right, was
a perfect union between two intelligent and artistic minds. Her early
death saddened him greatly, but for
his son’s sake, he conquered the
gloom that surrounded him and
continued his work. This marriage
between Browning and Elizabeth
Barrett is one of the most beautiful
love stories ever recorded. What
rank either would have obtained
without each other’s aid it is diffi

cult to conceive. I only know that
our loss would be some of the most
charming poetry ever written. In
1889,

Browning’s poetry is far from
simple. One of the reasons why his

Browning

died

of his son in Venice.
February, 1949

at the

home

services of art.
For, don’t you mark? We’re made

verse appeals to me, paradoxically
as it may seem, is this obscurity of
thought. It is a quirk of human na-

ture never to place great faith or
value in anything that can be easily
obtained. People treasure most that
for which they work hardest; whether it be money, respect, social pretege, or the understanding of a bit
of verse. The full enjoyment, however, of Browning, as of Shakespeare,

cannot be had without study, and

It is only fair to the reader that
I apologize because of the brevity
of my composition. It is impossible
to give due credit to Browning’s
writings in the space I have alloted
to him. I can only repeat myself
and say that perhaps at some future
date I will feel qualified to write a

more

great artists. He set forth in definite
terms his view of one of the great

the thinking powers of his readers

so that we love
First when we see them painted,
things we have passed
Perhaps a hundred times nor
cared to see;

And so they are better, painted—
better

to us,

Which is the same thing. Art
was given for that.
Browning’s poetry is quite often a
study in human interests. In this
study of the lives of men, his vast

are especially called into use by his

sympathies

poetry.

innumerable varieties of periods,
places, and people. His treatment
of the subject, however, is very
realistic. The chief interests in his
poems are not in the events which

One

reason

Browning

often

makes

so unintelligible

which

is his

ability to veer off on tangents, leaving the main thought or plot, and
returning only after the reader is
completely lost and at times utterly
disgusted with the author. Another

reason for the complexity of Browning’s work is his choice of subject
matter. He often used the soul with
the obvious resulting difficulty. He
protests vigorously against the use

occur,

but

led

in

him

the

to

treat

emotions

of

which

they present. He accordingly makes
frequent use of the monologue. In

the

use

of this

style

of writing

Browning is definitely without
equal. He used it mostly in his
dramas and shorter poems. In these
monologues Browning allows the
character under dissection to ex-

plain itself. A fine example of this
type of writing is to be found in the

poem “Andrea Del Sarto.”
But do not let us quarrel any
more,
No, my Lucrezia; bear with me
for once:
7
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Sit down and all shall happen as
you wish.
You turn your face, but does it
bring your heart?
I'll work then for your friend’s
friend, never fear,

Belts

y }

Browning’s description is very
keen. He excels most other poets

in this power of word painting. By
a mere arrangement of words he
calls up a picture so striking that it
appears to drift in life-like form bePage 17

fore us. This can best be exempllified by taking a portion of “How It
Strikes a Contemporary.”
You saw go up and down
Valladolid,
A man of mark, to know next
time you saw.
His very serviceable suit of black
Was courtly once and conscientious still,

And many might have worn it,
though none did:
The

cloak, that somewhat shone
and showed the threads,

Had purpose and the ruff
significance.
The power of allying sound with
sense is very noticeable in “How
They Brought the Good News from

Ghent to Aix.” The words seem as
if they

were

tumbling

over

each

other in the haste and excitement to
reach a climax. I dare anyone to
read this poem without feeling

breathless at the end of it.
I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris,
and

he;

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we
galloped all three;
“Good speed!” cried the watch,
as the gate bolts undrew;
‘Speed!” echoed the wall to us
galloping through;
Behind shut the postern, the
lights sank to rest,
And into the midnight we
galloped abreast.
Browning’s philosophy permeates

his work. He believes that our failures are evidences of the lack of the
spiritual within us. This idea predominated in many of his characters.
He often depicts the conflict of good
and evil, often letting evil obtain
the apparent upper hand, but showing that faith properly used could
have reversed the decision.
My favorite poem by Browning is
the humorous, yet slightly pathetic,
story of the artist monk Fra Lippo
Lippi. Browning handles the cir-

JOAN

OF

ARC

e By Bux Hurs

The heroic life of St. Joan of Arc
has become the subject for one of
the most magnificant films ever to

emerge from Hollywood.

This movie, in all of its extravagant technicolor splendor, represents
an investment of over eight million

dollars.

It is not

merely

a “big

money”

picture, for this movie in-

corporates in its production some of
the finest dramatic and _ technical
achievements known.
‘Technically, the production is rep-

resentative of near perfection, and
its star, Ingrid Bergman, has never
given a finer performance nor a more
inspired one.
The

film

siege of Orleans

is vividly

the English fort of Tourelles, block-

ading Orleans. The goal is obtained;
Tourelles is captured, and thus Orleans.

This

the end

was

the beginning

for the

British

chronicles

Joan’s

life

her village home life to the glory of
the coronation and her subsequent

It depicts the life story of

this girl who grasped a sword and
rode eventfully into the pages of
history. In one extraordinary year,
Joan of Arc commanded the armies
of France, crowned its king, Charles

VII, and gave her nation life again.
She was a constant source of courage
and inspiration to her fellow men.
She rose, unhindered by graft and
injustice, to win admiration from
her countrymen.

of

in France,

and it forms an important and exciting portion of the picture. For all
of Joan’s courage and sacrifice, how-

ever, betrayal and martyrdom were
her lot.

Any character at all has to fight
to be prominent in the mass of costumes and props which transform
this movie into a pageant. Research-

ers worked for months reading books
on

Joan,

consulting

manuscripts,

proving costumes and scenery.

with admiration from the days of
death.

The

portrayed by enacting the assault on

mor

suits,

Percheron

crossbows,

horses

carloads

among

Arof

others,

combine to make up the accessories.
Yet the performances of Ingrid Berg-

man and Jose Ferrer, who portrays
the

uncrowned

French

king,

son

shine

the

last

through

of

the

maze of detail and are responsible
for making Joan of Arc one of the
really fine pictures of the year. Hol-

lywood may well be proud of its
excellence

and

everyone

ought

to

make an effort to attend the movie
during its showing in Dayton, beginning incidentally, on February 10th
at Keith’s Theatre.

cumstances much more delicately
than does another great poet, Robert Burns, in his “T’am O’Shanter.”
In reading these two poems one can-

not help noticing the difference of
technique used by the two authors.
(Continued on Page 21)
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Breuities ...
DISSERTATION ON ONE OF
THE FINER ARTS, OR HE
TOOK MY QUARTER ON
A FOUR RAIL BANK
Did you ever
around a certain
Union”? Seems
(hundreds) care

notice the activity
area in yon “Stupid
only a select few
to bide their prec-

if you would like to find out anything about it I suggest you go over

to the “Stupid Union” and watch
them. That’s how I learned.
—Jim
*

FROM

ious time there. I believe they call
it billiards or it is sometimes referred
to as “pool.” Early in the morning,
before anyone else has his eyes open,
you can find some of the “hustlers”
(I believe that’s what you call
them.) crowding about Mrs. Sears
spacious office. After she arrives
these “hustlers” dash madly about

with leng poles and a box of balls.
They then all gather about a large

table that is green on top and these
balls are put into a triangular position with a wooden triangle. After
some rather heated discussion one
of the “hustlers” goes to the other

end of the table and places a white
ball down. Then rubbing some
square object on the end of the pole
he hits the white ball very hard at
the rest of the balls and from then
on it looks like a free-for-all. Several
of the “hustlers” seem to take turns
hitting the balls around and I think
the object of this game is to hit the
little balls into the holes in the
table. Sometimes a little black ball
with an eight on it goes into a hole

and

everyone

yells,

except

for a

couple and what they say is unprintable. Occasionally they put balls
back into the wooden triangle (the
little black ball has something to do
with it) and they begin running the
little balls all over the table again.

When the bell for class rings some
leave in a hurry and
running in even faster.
ing “holler” something
ners” (through gasps
and soon everyone is
choosing up sides. I
cheering. Sometimes

others come
‘Those arrivabout “winfor breath)
smoking and
guess it’s for
these “hustl-

On Sunday morning, August 22,
’48, my mother and I started from
Landshut,

Bavaria,

sailing a military orchestra began to
play and many passengers felt that

the departure from their home was
heavy, but after leaving the port of
Bremerhaven everybody thought of
the new objective—America.
Sea-birds accompanied the ship
during the following three days;
then they returned to the continent.
At first we had beautiful sunny
weather but later it became dark
and stormed during our whole trip
through the Channel. The wind
caused high waves to toss our ship
about. War-brides and soldiers be-

came seasick.

was
we

February, 1949

After three days we

were glad to see the white chalk
cliffs of Dover. The Atlantic was
calmer and the days brighter so that
soon all passengers were able to get
their recreation. The ocean was
bluer than the Channel. On sunny
days it seemed to be like a heavy
oily mass. When we missed the
wind we felt very warm, because the
Europeans are not used to this humid climate. Therefore a refreshing

shower

ball. It must be a very dull game but

Bremerhav-

three o’clock. Some minutes before

shower

on

for

en; we arrived at the Columbus-Quai
on Monday morning. We left the
train which stopped near the ship.
The ship, called “Jarret M. Huddlestone,” belongs to the class of Liberty-ships, that carry only five hundred
men. On Monday afternoon many
war-brides and their husbands got
on the ship which was to sail at

the table and

up

*

LANDSHUT, BAVARIA,
TO AMERICA

stretch out to hit the little white

ers’ climb

Lest.

welcome.

After

lay in the sun

Even

on the ocean

the weather

changed.

Some

days

were

and others
weather did
for we had
rolling and
sick.

were stormy. But the
not affect us too greatly
grown usedto the ship’s
we were no longer sea-

bright

The ship was moving up and
down in the long waves of the calm

sea. The screw of the steamer left
the water during these different motions so that it had no resistance in

the air; we felt the ship shaking in
itself which was not a pleasant ex-

perience.
Aboard

we had different kinds of

entertainment.

Twice

each

night

we had a movie. It was beautiful to
sit in a comfortable armchair on the

highest deck and see above us the
dark heavens lighted by many stars.
It was beautiful, too, to feel the
fresh seabreeze and to follow a

movie.
bingo,

Other people were playing
or

chess,

or

writing

down-

stairs in the lounge.
On deck we observed occasionally
the very wonderful sunrises and sunsets on sea. Every day we got a newspaper. After fifteen days we entered
the harbor of New York where we
saw some ships of the other nations
like

Norway,

Sweden,

Spain,

and

Greece. Our ship was fastened in
one dock of Long Island. The seamen made the preparations for disembarkation. An American military
orchestra brought us the first American greetings by playing at our arrival. We stepped on American soil
with our hearts full of hopes and
anticipations.
—Hipecarp ZUMBUSCH.

the
which

with the salty air intensified our tan.
Page
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SIMEON’S

SILENCE

(Continued from Page 4)
*

%

2K

*

Several days later, when Alexandro had his wife and little child
safely housed in Tacloban, he was
surprised to see a neighbor directing
three American soldiers laden with
big bags towards his house. He advanced to meet this group and informed them in his faltering English who

he was, asking,

in return,

that they state their business.
“We're customers of your wife.
We used to bring laundry to her at
Tanawan, but lately we haven’t been

able to find her. We were told that
a fellow by the name of Pezon
might know where she was, so we
went to him. He said he wasn’t
sure, but that he had heard she had

gone to Tacloban with her husband,
so we came over here to look for her.
We figured maybe she could use
some business and money since Pezon says it looked like she was going
to have a baby soon. We came over

to see if we could help out. She always did our work swell, so we
would like to help if we could. Pezon says we should find out where
she is so he can come over and see
the little kid when it is born... .”
At this stage of the conversation
they had reached the door of the
hut, and as Rita caught the last sentence, she felt new cause for alarm.

Pezon could only want to make
trouble. He had probably figured
that she had solicited the trade of

Rita smiled in acknowledgment of
their kindness as she showed them
her baby. They were afraid to hold
it, but instead each produced some
prizes in a good-natured effort to
amuse the little child. The first unhooked the gold police whistle and

chain from the pocket of his uni-

next step would be a cruel one for
the mother to bear. Someone was

form and dangled it tantalizingly before the little child who seemed

sorrow.

quite unconscious of the whole proceeding.

incense of the American tobacco was
a welcome aroma in the dingy little
home.

Not to be outdone, the third

soldier produced a bottle of perfume which he had intended to send
home. “By golly,” he said, “maybe
she’s too young for this now, but

someday she might like it.”
The

visitors

stayed but a short

time after making

their

presenta-

tions, paying awkward compliments
to the little child and her mother
and father. As they rose to go, the

first soldier looked at his watch and
seemed surprised by what he saw.
‘Dog-gone, it’s quarter to four already. We don’t have time to go
back through Tanawan again. That
Pezon fellow will just have to find
the little kid himself if he wants to.
Is that all right with you, Mam? Do
you want us to go back and tell him
where you are. Some how I don’t
take to the fellow. It don’t seem like
he would want to comeway over here
just to see the little kid.” His companions’ expressions suggested that
they were in agreement with their

these soldiers away from him, and

spokesman.

tell him where you are, Mam—if
we go back over another road?”

More trouble at a time like

this!

“Is it okey if we don’t

“Tt is all right with

“Well, well, there
claimed the first soldier
ed the door, “and look
kid—well, Pll be—old

she is,’ exas he reachat the little
Pezon was

nght.”

don’t

tell him

where

me
we

if you

are,”

she

said simply as she felt this great load
lifted from

her.

The

three soldiers

got into their jeep and left by another road for their barracks.

The three soldiers came in with

The following day the proud par-

their laundry slung over their shoul-

ents took their little girl to the par-

ders.

ish priest to be baptized. After the
ceremony they related to the old
Padre the unusual circumstances

“I guess you won’t be up to

this for a time,” said the one, “but

we'll just leave them here. Maybe
you can get someone to do them for
us.

Page 20

to pierce her heart with a sword of

He

did not want

to be

this one.

The second had no such

prize so he offered instead a package of cigarettes to Alexandro. The

wanted to come over to collect his
cut of the business they had given

her.

old man could not but be impressed
by the parallelisms which existed
between this birth and another birth
which took place so many years ago.
He said little because he knew that
if the parallelism proceeded, the

which had surrounded the birth and

early life of their little child.

The

“T wonder what is the matter with

the old Padre today,” said a young
curate to himself as he observed
from a distance the old man’s si-

lence. “I guess he is getting old—
poor old Father Simeon.”
*

*

OCKY THE GREAT
(Continued from Page 16)
July we stopped off for such a game
at a rustic hamlet in Illinois. Per-

haps if they had a fence around the
pasture they called a ballpark, the
thing wouldn’t have happened. As
it was, when the Great Ocky strode

to the pitching mound and took a
few bows in answer to the crowd’s
ovation, he got a complete view of

the surrounding countryside.

Sud-

denly . . . as he was glancing about,
he stopped, gave a terrific roar and
sped from the diamond towards an
object that seemed to be waving in
the distance. That moment marked
the end of Ocky’s baseball career.
The ol’ game was called “on account of love’. Yes, love robbed me
of my masterpiece and, no doubt,

a fortune. Though I argued, pleaded and preached I couldn’t induce
Ocky to leave the side of his beloved
—a huge WINDMILL! -Imagine!
You know, the water-pumping kind
that stands on practically every farm
of the Midwest. What there was
about it that fascinated a male octopus I was never able to figure out.
Perhaps it was “Her” shape or the
way her whirling arms purred in the
breeze, I don’t know. Whatever it
was, beauty or otherwise, Ocky was

her slave.

Finally when all my beseechings
had left him unmoved, I was forced

The Exponent

to bid him a sad adieu and leave him
to his one-sided romance. Knowing
Ocky as I do, I’m certain that his
will be an unending courtship. He’s
bought the farm on which
his
“Love” dwells and has proceeded

to bat himself out a new career.
Just recently, I read that for the
second

straight year he had

been

proclaimed the champion “cornpicker and cow-milker” of his State.
No

more

for

me,

Sam.

In

the

morning I head South to look over
this year’s crop of rookies. They

come and keep coming . . . but will
another come like Ocky?
*

GREAT

*

VICTORIAN

POET

(Continued from Page 18)
While both derive their humorous
angles from illicit ways (over-drinking in “Tam O'Shanter” and breaking bounds

in “Fra Lippo

Lippi’),

Burns, with his down-to earth style,
becomes crude in his attempt at humor. Both authors uncover some
philosophy in their works. Browning’s poetry contains more of this,

but Burns is more outspoken with
his. While sharing Browning’s understanding of human nature, Burns
is more apt to lack a sympathy
which we find in Browning.
Because of my limited reading it
would hardly be my place to state
an evaluation of the poet, Browning,
or of his works covered here. I can,

however, venture a personal opinion.
I enjoy reading Browning’s poems.
His writing is appealing, both in its
fineness of expression, and in its
depth of feeling.
His character
studies are good, if not perfect. His
works are great. Browning wrote not
just for his time but for the ages.
We of a later time should try to
appreciate his greatness.

1S

The Ohio Hold fal hove Coup
February, 1949
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BILL HAD EVERYTHING —

do not return to, or are not influenc-

(Continued from Page 6)
It was noticed by the crowd after
that, that Bill changed from “Yea,

I got it” to “Yes, THANK YOU.”
And, from “Naw, don‘t bother” to

“No, THANKS,

I don’t believe I

will”; a new addition to his character. Others began to take notice
of him. He seemed to be getting

that one thing to be that everything.
What it was they knew. He knew
also. He was on the right track.

One day when reading up on the
subject Bill came across a little saying by La

Bruyere

which

read:

“Though we should possess virtue,
ability, and good behavior, we may
still be insupportable.
Manners
which we neglect as being trifles, are

often a decisive point with us either
for good or evil; a slight attention

to have them sweet and polished
will often prevent evil judgment.”
That was it for sure. He had virtue, ability and good behavior but
—.

But,

manners?

The

lead satisfactory lives, provided they
ed by, their former environment and
companions. The percentage of success is high; the margin of failure is

small—a fact that makes an almost
perfect case for the Sisters and their
methods.

Practically

all

of

them

keep in touch with the Sisters of the
Good Shepherd by writing and visit-

ing them occasionally, for they look
upon the convent of the Good Shepherd not as a place of restraint, but
as a sheltered haven in which they

learned needed lessons of self-guidance and self-discipline.
Armed

with

the love, sympathy

lines. The carrying parties took back
the rifles jamed with mud.

In addi-

tion to their normal duties the ordnance companies also provided clean
weapons on an exchange basis.

It was tough—especially tough because it was the first experience in
combat for most. It would be unjust
to the men who fought in the Sieg-

fried Line to pretend that it was
pretty and easy. ‘There were no easy

fights in the Siegfried Line that fall.
We

paid for every yard, but the im-

portant thing was that we handed
out more punishment than we took.

If it was not pretty for us, it was
much worse for the foe.

and understanding of the Heart of
The Good Shepherd Himself, these
Sisters have ever sought out the
straying lambs, the weaker members
of the flock, to bring them back,

*

*

JOB-HUNTING

(Continued from Page 6)

healed and refreshed, to their God,

in Whom and with Whom there is
complete happiness.
SA
*
GENERAL MUD

At this the creature emitted a
snort that seemed a mixture of outraged dignity and amused snickering.

(Continued from Page 8)

he said. “Well, let me tell you this,
my Gold Coast commando; I am

one thing

that was missing without which the
rest was insupportable.

tive,

He was now cognizant of it. On
the kind “Thank you” he built the

where bullets and shell fragments
like to congregate, is not much better. And yet the work of the Signal

and I never will be a Job.”

Companies and Communications
Platoons was very effective.

founded. “But,” I stuttered, “you
look like a Job; you eat Joblet-drops

The “Brass” also learned fast. One

and you speak excellent Jobanese. If
you're not a Job, then how do you
explain all this?”

rest of that one
mannerly.

thing.

He

acted

Others then took full notice of
Bill. He was a full character now.
He had polish to his character by
having polish in his manners.
*

WHERE

*

PROBLEMS ARE
SOLVED

(Continued from Page $)

pline from without.

No girl leaves

the school without definite provisions for employment, placement in

putting

the

wire

overhead,

“I think I begin to understand,”

of the first things that they learned

was that the front line was no place
to hold “Chicken” inspections, or to
inspect more than was necessary.
They also learned that it was an unhealthy place to inspect even when
it was necessary. ‘That is one advantage of mud. At least the Brass did
not put it “off limits.” Some of the
Staff Officers learned some other
things, too. They learned to organize carrying parties from the rear to

a foster home, or other disposal of

bring clean socks, water, food, and

her case, and the Sisters employ a
social worker to contact the girl to
give her guidance until she is safely
established in her new life. From
March, 1932 to March, 1947, the

clean
The
were
who

school received 1,803 girls. Figures

rifles to the foxholes at night.
main thing was socks. ‘They
changed every night. No one
has tramped around all day in

not a Job, I have never been a Job,
I was at once crestfallen and con-

At this the creature of aristocratic
bearing drew himself up to his full

stature.

His manner was that of a

man explaining the importance
check book stubs to his spouse.

of

“Perhaps I should not be so harsh
with you, my good fellow,” he said.
“What you have said is true. I look

like a Job; I eat Joblet drops, and I
speak, not excellent, but perfect Jobanese. What you haven’t noticed is
the fact that I am infinitely larger

and handsomer than any Job; I eat
Joblet drops with a refinement not

a pair of wet, soggy shoes and socks

to be found in any Job in Africa;

will ever forget the luxury of clean
dry socks. The rifle problem was

show

met by taking the rifles from the

and my Jobanese is so fluent that I
am considered the sage of all the
Gold Coast. So you see, my good

that fully ninety-five percent of them

cooks and service-company men and

man,

giving them to the men in the front

I, sir, am a POSITION.”

and records on the follow-up work

among
become
Page 22

discharged

students

self-sustaining or otherwise

I couldn’t

possibly be a Job.
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Book

| WONDER
I wonder who

I’d be

maybe,

By Graham Greene
“The sinner is at the very heart

I have known.

of Christianity.” Keynoting his book

I wonder how Id see,

with these words of Peguy, Graham
Greene plunges into a novel that

The one who would be I,
And how the person I am now
Would look at me.
—Mary

...

THE HEART OF THE MATTER

If I weren’t really I;
But someone else
Whom,

Reviews

finds

God,

love, and

the mansions

of spiritual reality in the tragedy of

sin.

Lov Joswicx.

The setting of The Heart of the
Matter is an unnamed colony on the

west coast of Africa in 1942. Its
main character, Major Henry Scobie,
the British deputy commissioner of

QUESTIONS ao
It takes five letters to make

Police, and a Catholic, is a victim of

pity. He pities the blacks, he pities
the Syrans, he pities his wife. And

THREE,

They’re all in Chesterfield, you see.

is pity that leads him into adult-

There are three in the pack which have three in each one;
Which

should make

ty, despair and suicide. ‘Touched by

about nine; in reality, one.

aet
of shipwreck, Mrs. Helen
Rolt, a nineteen-year-old widow,

Think of a word for a biscuit, change a letter and then
You'll have a home for Daniel; but not the lion’s den.

Scobie falls in love with her while
his wife is away on a trip. This is
the beginning of his moral decadence. He turns his back on a life of
honesty and justice, and, with the

ANSWERS WILL APPEAR IN THE
NEXT ISSUE OF YOUR MAGAZINE

return of his wife, multiplies his lies

OI ANP
ww ps

RULES

FOR

CHESTERFIELD

HUMOR

MAGAZINE

CONTEST

Identify the 3 subjects in back cover ad. All clues are in ad.
Submit answers on Chesterfield wrapper or reasonable facsimile to this publication office.
First ten correct answers win one carton of Chesterfield Cigarettes each.
Enter as many as you like, but one Chesterfield wrapper or facsimile must accompany each entry.
Contest closes midnight, one week after this issue’s publication date. New contest next issue.
Answers and names of winners will appear in the next issue.
All answers become the property of Chesterfield.
Decision of judges will be final.

B
C

LAST MONTH’S ANSWERS & WINNERS
DANA ANDREWS and C. D. ALLEN talking about Chesterfield.
Mr. A(ndrews) says “‘They’re mild and they taste good.”
Mr. A(llen) says “ve been smoking Chesterfield ever since they used
to put them up in a cardboard box.”
DANA ANDREWS in “NO MINOR VICES.” (The sequence refers to
the number of letters in the three words of the picture title).
Answer: SEMORA. Spelling backward (AROMES) you change E to A
and get oa
smells (AROMAS).
WINNERS.

WIINNERS

OF CONTEST

Winners of last month’s contest were Mary Shay, Walter
Roesch, Bud Gibbons, Gene Duane, Robert Connair, Jim Gar-

neau, Stan
Quigley.

Kurdziel,

Jim

Mott,

Robert

Alder,

and

Michael

Put your answer in the Campus Postoffice and mark it —
“Exponent — Chesterfield Contest.”

and deceits in order not to cause her
pain. He even receives Communion
sacriligeously twice, fully conscious
of his evil-doing. And, having found
that in sinning through pity for

others he has likewise caused pain
to God, he finds himself in a selfmade, three-cornered dilemma: if

he leaves his wife, he will cause her
pain;

if he

repents

of his

sin,

he

must cause pain to his consort; if
he continues living as he is, he is
crucifying Christ. Despairing, he
plots suicide: “O God, I offer up my
damnation to you.” Before expiring, he makes an act of love of God.
The reader is left to judge whether
it was perfect.
The Heart of the Matter is a
tragedy; it was meant to be nothing
else. It has been lauded by the British and condemned by the Irish.
Some have called it blasphemous.
‘ To say the least, it has taken the
modern mentality of naturalistic
realism and has shown that even in
the mire of sin one can see reflected

the star of beauty

and __ spiritual

idealism.
—GEorGcE MONTAGUE.

February, 1949
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SAMPUS HUT-WAS
“The weather outside is frightful,

her “widdle” face——Swimming did-

The fire is so delightful,
And since there’s no place to go”

as

n’t appeal to Jim Murphy as much

We don’t mind staying home to write the Kut-ups.
The

month

of January

was

a

“wash-out” in more ways than one,
what with rain and exams. It’s hard
to decide which was gloomier. At
any rate, both tended to dampen
spirits on the campus. Even the
people we usually rely on to do
something spectacular were “drips.”
Consequently, our little black books
are thin,

and

we

haven’t

as much

to say about you all as we'd like.
Here goes anyway.
On January 7, B. E. (Before Exams), the W. A. A. gave its annual

Winter Whirl.
Stumpy Gallo’s
clever tricks went off with a “bang”
for Ann August, Nancy Routzahn,

—Always together are Helen Duderstadt and Jim Desch.—Hot off the
wires comes news of Peggy Ens’ en-

gagement to Joe Eichel.
Some people have all the luck,
spending those precious ’tween semester days in Florida, soaking in the
warm rays of good ole Sol. Stan’s
trusty old car carried Bill McKinley,
Bill Lange, Johnny Callahan, and
himself to Miami Beach and back
with only three flats, but the long

trip almost wore the old bus out.
Anybody want a car cheap?—“Sunkissed misters,” all of them, are Ben-

ny Wald,

Chuck Sherman, Marty

and other unfortunates. Cute Joan
Koehler seemed to be having a

LeBeouf, Lou Sacksteder, Jim Smith
and “Whitey” Warning. Also reluctantly returning from the “Pen-

wonderful time with Mike McDon-

insual

ald. Having an equally good time
were Ann Anderton and Franny
Flynn, Rosie McAvoy and Gene

chuck-full of glowing accounts of
the fleeting days were “King” ‘Tormey, Bob Head, Jim Losh, and Rog
Reisch.—Anita Coberly found that
using a sun lamp as a substitute for

Wolke.

A

new

twosome,

seen

to-

gether often since then, are Ray
Munger and Cindy Smith. Music
was provided by U.D.’s own Dean
Matheney, a good example of talent
on the campus.

State,”

well-bronzed

and

the Florida sun doesn’t always produce the desired results; she burned

skiing

did.

Braving

Old

Man

Winter, Murph hopped a Northbound train for the snowy slopes of
Lake Placid.
Church bells chimed in Philadelphia for Chief and Mary

Toscani,

and right around home for Joe and
Patty Wehner, Larry and Katie
Dugan.
Congratulations,
newlyweds!
Just when Susie Argast was despairing of ever using her new skates,
a cold wave hit Dayton. The first
day out was a greater disappointment than ever, for Stan Kurdziel,
who was the official ice-tester, went

in up to his chin. Didn’t you get
your fill of swimming in Florida,
Stan?—Snow at last blanketed Dayton and Hills and Dales was swarming with U.D. ski and sled fiends.
Some were experts, and the going
was smooth

for them, but patience,

fortitude, strong limbs, and pillows
were needed by the beginner’s ski
class, which included Jean Stewart,
Vera Seiler, Peggy Howley, and Shirley Limbert. (Sloane’s Liniment is
recommended, gals. )
‘Bye now.

See ya in March.

dl

Curiosity as to what “Csiz” would
look like with a burr led the gals to
take up a collection. “Csiz’” was a
good sport, got the burr, and we
REALLY like it!
— ‘The notorious
Villains, equipped with handle-bar
mustaches, made the local papers.
Even tiny Mary Sullivan looked fe-

rocious. — Present go-togethers are
Bernie Guilfoyle and Joanne ‘Tangeman, Bob Kelly and Mary Jo Huth.
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PRODUCTION

Chesterfield buys the best sweet, MILD cigarette
tobacco. | have been a steady Chesterfield smoker
for over 30 years.
FARMER,

RUFFIN,

N.C,

